
THE, MAN FROM

k P9ift

H EADQUART E R S
When Romance Stepped

In and Out of the

V a. w.ij t ji

! Vrr Bcmbib. I.i' It?" Ho Drawled

way, Manning." Millard kwung the
THIS aside ami entered the library. Manning.

cool, inscrutable, jjcrfcctly groomed and
immaculately drewed. followed him. He put down
ln liat, removed his top coat looked deliberately
at'siil. fcclecied the heat in the deep recessed
windove a a receptacle for his l:longings,

them thereon, and retumed to Millard's
ude at ai immense table laden with the wedding-present- s.

There was the usual 1 Gillian t array of silver,
bronze, jewel and candelabra. The table glittered
and fehone with a dazzling radiance calculated to
fcats fy the most exacting of brides.

'"A lay-oti- t. Mr. Millard." .said Manning.
;u hi contemplate d all this splendor.

' Yis," returned Millard, a fussy, imjiortant
little man with "money" .stamped all over him,

worth a good many thousand".."
"I dare say," as if thoughtfully estimating the

exact amount represent-!- .

"Worth five thousand dollars more this after-
noon." said Millard ruefully, "than it is now."

" Yo'i value the emerald bracelet at tliat figure?"
asked Manning.

"That is what my .son paid for it List week,"
said Millard, puffin;; out his chest like a ftouter
ftigcon. "a present for his favorite sister on her
wedding-day.- "

"Humph! " was Manning's reply. Then suddenly:
' And who saw the presents tin afternoon?"

"A dozen women, jossibly. all intimate friends
of my daughter."

"Ah, the feminine touch!" said Manning, as
if to himself. "The er the servants?" interroga-
tively

"I can vouch for everyone of them." declared
MilLird with emphasis. "All have leen in my
service for cars "

"Ah, ves," said Manning gently. "I see."
"Manning," said Millard in a Midden burst of

contidence. "when I 'phoned headquarters to
send up a man, my idea was that whoever was sent
should stand guard over the gifts Since then I

liave Uvn thinking the matter over. I want to
discover the thief. What can nc !.'"

"No one knows of my presence here '"

asked Manning
" Not a soul "
"Very well." looking alout. "if I could conceal

myself somen here why if course, the window
the very place " He went up and drawing
the heavy curtains acrctss. "If the thief should first
look lehmd these curtains "

' That in itself would le .suspicious," interrupted
Millard.

' I said the thief." returned Manning dryly.
"Oh vci. exactly, why of course!" guffawed

Millard. "How stu'ftid of me'"
Manning did not dispute tills statement, but

continued to adjust the curtains. When they
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tvere arranged to his satisfaction, he crossed the
room and locked a door leading to a back hall.
Then he tried the various windows, locking each.
Millard watched these proceedings, his pop eyes
nearly bulging from his head. It was an astonish-
ing exjjerience for him to find a real dctecti'-- e in his
house, going about taking liberties with nL doors
and windows.

"You think the thief may make another at-

tempt?" he asked.
"Oh, you never can tell." replied Manning.

"We will set our trap. Who knows? We may
catch a bird."

"Well. I must be off." said Millard; "I shall be
needed. I wish you luck."

"Oh er." said Manning, standing between the
curtains, "in case anything should develop, do you
wish an arrest?"

Millard hesitated a moment, reflecting on the
nasty scandal which might ensue, then said: " Well,
no, not if you can get the bracelet without."

"Oh. I will get it." returned Manning confidently.
"I am pretty fortunate at this sort of thing."

"By the way. Manning," said Millard as he
reached the library door, "I will send you up a
Ixjttle of my choicest Burgundy."

"Thank you, Mr. Millard." said the detective.
"I never drink while I am on duty."

"Oh. well, I will send it." persisted Millard,
"and Liter you may sample it." He drew the
ftortiere and closed the door behind him.

Manning seated himself in the recessed window
and listened to the faint sound of the dance music

stairs. He wished he might smoke, but
realizing that the odor of a cigar would betray his
presence, was forced to forego that luxury. After
all. was not his quest alisurd? Ten to one, the
society Raffles who had purloined the jewel would
not return to the library. Still there was the
mere chance. The presents were carelessly dis-

played and supposed to lie altsolutcly unguarded.
So the man from headquarters sat with alert ear
listening for the first footfall.

Suddenly the soft swish of a woman's gown was
heard and there n.ated to him a faint rare lerfume.
that evidently recalled some pleasant experience,
for he smiled and rose hastily to look between the
curtains. Bending over the table of gifts was a
charming figure a girl with a high-bre- d face,
crowned with hair like spun gold. She went fro n
present to present, touching each lightly, as a
butterfly might dart from tlower to 'lower. She
lifted one jewel, an ornament for the hair, from us
case and regarded it thoughtfully and with a little
impertinent look of surprise.

The eyes liehind the curtain watched her cease-
lessly; but there was no hint of suspicion in their
depths Hither a caressing light that seemed at
variance with the stem, impassive face.

As she stood thus surveying the jewel, there
w.is a shrill ripple of laughter outside on the
stairs, coupled with the sound of a man's vo:c
Manning heard the door into the front hall often,
then the tinkle of metal rings as the heavy for-tie- rc

swung kick, then the rustle of a silken frock.
A glorious waltz, Bobby!" he heard a musical.
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metallic vcicc say. "You have my step tit ht
fection. But. do you kno 1 am so keen to sea
the presents again. Ah! Kitty!" Although the
tone was one of assumed cordiality, the detective
instantly recognized its iiiMiieenty.

"Good-evenin- Mrs. I'onicroy," said the girl
coolly, as she laid the jewel Kick in its case. "Ah,
Bobby," addressing the man with good-nature- d

contempt, "dancing as usual? Don't wear your-
self out. Dancing is hard work, you know," ami
alsolutely ignoring the woman, the girl quietly
left the room.

'"Blank her!" said the man, looking after her
with a black scowl.

"With all my heart." echoed the woman. "But
come, look at the presents. See! there is the dinner
service from Mr. and Mrs. Millard. 1 must say 1

don't think thev hurt their Kuik account much on
that. eh. Bobby?"

"It is rather a rum old service." assented Bobby.
"Tliat string of pearls is rather smart, don't you

think? Although s are grown sit common
evcryltody and no!ody wears them now. Tim
bronze is rather good still the Livingstones might
have sent much lielter they are so disgustingly
rich. But then, tin), they are so mean."

"By Jove!" from Bobby. "Look nt the
spoons!"

"Oh, Itotherl" was the impatient retort. "Who
wants to look at sfxtons? You can see them any
day. I want to see the things.
For Heaven's sake. Bobby, look at this candle-
stick!" She read the card with it: "From Mrs.
Mark Pendleton! She got it at Jones's Uirgain
counter, a dollar ninety-eight.- "

"Oh, come now, Adelaide," said Bobby, "how
do you know that?"

"I ltought one myself there just like it for a
Christmas present." returned Adelaide with a low
laugh. "Oh. there is a Bible! Fancy! Who sent
that?"

It was Bobby's turn to read: "I'riTtn Aunt
Cynthia." "Hurrah for Aunt Cynthia!" he added
with apirobation.

"Is that the rich aunt for whom they are all
waiting'" queried Adelaide.

" Yes."
" Worth ten millions." returned Adelaide. " Yes,

those rich aunts worth ten millions usually semi
Bibles. But I don't see it here anywhere. It was
here this afternoon."

"What w.is here?" asked Bobby.
"The emerald bracelet." said Adelaide.
Now for the first time the man tiehmd the cur

tains showed interest in the conversation. He
cautiously fieered through an infinitesimal space
ltetween the draftcries. He recognized "Bobby"
as Koltert Dow, one of the lxrst-know- n of the gilded
youth and dissipated sports of the town Tito
woman he had never seen. She was tall and lit lie.
Her face, turned full toward Manning, was hatid- - &


